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Meet our cover girl, Melissa 
Hoye, age 10. Melissa takes 
advanced swimming lessons 
every week. She can swim 
underwater across the 
baa _ a whole length of a pool! She 


Vol. 1, No. 1 also likes telling jokes. 
Her favorite joke goes 

on and on. Here it is: 

“Pete and Repeat 


were on a boat. Pete 

fell off and who was 
P.S. left?” “Repeat!” “Pete 

and Repeat were on 


a boat. Pete fell off 
and who was left?” 
“Repeat!” “Pete ana 
Repeat were on a 
boat. Pete fell off 
and who was left?” 
“Repeat!” “Pete and 
Repeat were ona 
boat. Pete fell off 
and who was left?” 
“Repeat!” “Pete 
and Repeat were 
on a boat. Pete 
fell off and who 


“Pete and Repeat 
were on a boat. 
Pete fell off and 
who was left?” 
“Repeat!” “Pete 
and Repeat 
were on a boat 
Pete fell off 
and who 


Shira Reiman bheks 


Vos 
FINDATS: een mi 2 ce ag detective! 


Look for the 7 questions hidden throughout 
the magazine, and see if you can uncover the 
answers in this issue of American Girl. 


Answers to games, puzzles, and find-its are on 


ee page 39. 


Covergirl photos: BILL TUCKER 


ee thes Dear Girls, 
Be We asked you to write 
ee We oe ara 


to us, and you have— 
by the hundreds! 
Youve offered us 
ideas, stories, and 
poems. Best of all, 
you’ve offered us friendship. 

Friendship is something we care a lot about at 
American Girl. That’s why we have columns like 
Talk It Out, where friends talk with one another 
about important things. In this issue’s Talk It Out, 
girls like you tell how they make up after a fight 
with a friend. It made us think about what a good 
friend is. Here’s what we decided: 

e A good friend is someone who likes you for 
who you are, not because you have cool clothes or 
because your mom is the soccer coach. She enjoys 
being with you, whether you’re doing something 
special or just watching TV together. 

e A good friend doesn’t make fun of you or 
leave you out when somebody else is around. 

Good friends stick up for one another. 

° A good friend knows you’re not perfect, but 
she thinks you’re pretty close to it. 

e Finally, a good friend wants to hear what you 
have to say. We at American Girl would like the 
magazine to be a good friend to you. That’s why 
we love letters like Mindy’s. And letters like yours, 
too. Please write! 

Love, 


7 fomey Mego 


Nancy Holyoke 
Editor, American Girl 


1774 1854 1904 1944 
Felicity, Kirsten, Safhantha, and Molly: four American Girls 
whose stories make history come alive in American Girl magazine. 
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Credit on page 2. 
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Write 

G 7) | “| WON! | WON!” That’s all 
ayy Mi] 


Bonnie-Alise could say when 
she hung up the telephone. Her dream of 
becoming a published writer had just come true. 
Bonnie-Alise Leggat, of Rixeyville, Virginia, had 
entered a story in the sixth annual Written and 


Illustrated By . . . Contest, sponsored by Landmark 


Editions. Every year Landmark picks three stories 


written by kids and turns them into real books. The 


judges chose Bonnie-Alise’s story from more than 
2,000 entries! 
A few months later, Bonnie-Alise and her 
mom were on a plane headed to the office 
of Landmark Editions in Kansas City, 
Missouri. There, Bonnie-Alise spent six days 
working with the publishers from 9 in the 
morning to 7 in the evening. Each day she’d 
rewrite different parts of the story and redraw 
a the pictures to 
make the story 
look and sound 


‘It was exhausting 


Punt, Pass & Point!, 
by Bonnie-Alise 
Leggat, is a story 
about a girl named 
Amy J. Kendrick who 
is a football nut. 
When Amy breaks her 
arm in a big football 
game, her parents 
make her trade in her 
football uniform for a 
ballet tutu. The book 
is available from 
Landmark Editions for 
$12.95. This illustra- 
tion by Bonnie-Alise 


terrific. appears in the book. 


and frustrating!” 
Bonnie-Alise says of 
her trip. For one 
thing, she had to 
mi, spend hours trying 
ee to think of a title. 

_ She came up with 
Punt, Pass & Point! one night while she was 
hanging out in the hotel pool. Everyone 
agreed: it was perfect! 

Even though her trip was not exactly a 
relaxing vacation, Bonnie-Alise loved it. It was 
a taste of what her life might be like when she 
grows up and becomes an author. 


If you love to write and draw, why not enter this contest 
yourself? For information on the 1993 Written and 
Illustrated By . . . Contest, send an envelope addressed 
to yourself with 58 cents’ postage to: Landmark Editions, 
Inc., P.O. Box 4469, Kansas City, MO 64127. The 
deadline for sending in your story is May 1, 1993. 


Word 


Slip the buzzword into your conversation as 
often as possible. Dazzle your teachers, share 
it with friends, see if your parents have any 
idea what you’re talking about. If you hear 
other girls using the buzzword, you'll know 
they've been reading American Girl, too! 


shenaniga ns: 


Si 


What itt means: mischief 
One way to use it: “My brother gets in 
trouble at school because of his 
shenanigans.” 


In the Premier Issue of 
American Girl, we asked you to 
write to us if you wanted to 
become a member of our 1993 
Trendspotter Team. Your letters 
were terrific. We wish we could 
pick each and every one of you. 


Did 
You 
Know? 


For $25 your class 
could adopt an acre & 
of rain forest in the 

Central American 
country of Costa Rica. 
Ask your teacher if your 
class can participate. 
Then write to: 

Tree Amigos Project, 
143 Bostwick N.E., 
Grand Rapids, MI 


49503. 
ae) 
CLs 


Telegraph/FPG 


If you didn’t make the team, 
don’t stop trendspotting! Write to 
us anyway. We’re always looking 
for new trends, and we just 
might print your picture and the 
trend you send in. 

And now, we proudly present 
our 1993 Trendspotters and 
some of the trends they've 
been noticing. - 


Breeanne McLean, 9 
Algonac, Michigan 


“Our school has 
special days, like 
hat day and 
costume day. My 
friend and I dressed 
alike on twin day.” 


Bethanie Bentz, 9 
Enid, Oklahoma 


Lynn Baumgartner, 8 


- “Girls I know are 
Reardan, Washington ich 


into crafts and 
painting on 
T-shirts.” 


“My friends are 
interested in choir, 
4-H, horses, renting 
videos, and, last but 
not least, reading.” 


| 
slow 

y 

You 

1 E 

Vobacd 
Earth-Minded 

The air would be 
cleaner If everyone 
i drove less. Will you 
go to the mail only 
once a month, 
instead of once a 
week, to help 
contro! pollution?” 
4 We asked you this 
question on a ballot in 
our Premier Issue. 
More than 90 percent 
"y Of you who returned 
ballots said you would 
- gladly give up extra 
trips to the mall to 
help clean the air. 


Rosa Ferrer, 10 
Union City. New Jersey 


Kimberlyn Joy Hickman, 8 
Trenton, Michigan 


Give the cook in your house the night off 
and earn some extra cash by making and 
serving dinner for your parents. 

? aneac.. With your parents, decide 
what day and time Kid’s Restaurant 
will open. Make sure it’s a day when 
you’ll have time to prepare everything. 
Decide what io serve. Burritos or 
soup and sandwiches might be good. 
Carrot sticks with dip make a tasty 
salad. Sherbert with fresh fruit is a 
nice dessert. Don’t forget something to drink! 

List the foods you’re going to make. Next to 
each food, write the price. Don't charge too much. You might 
scare your parents away! 

Set the table. Candles and a nice tablecloth will make the 


PI 


table look special. Make a centerpiece if you have time. 
Se @ Sood server. Wear a dark skirt or pants and a white 
shirt so you'll look like an official server. When your parents 
arrive, show them to their seats and give them the menu. 
Take their order and serve the food on a tray. 

After your parents finish eating, add up the cost 
of their meal and give them a bill. They’re sure to know that 
the way to reward a good server is with a big tip! 


Jessica White, 9 
Tucson, Arizona 


Sarah Gelb, uh 


“Every day after «Girls at my school Upton, Massachusetts 
school, my “My hobby is weaving do flips on the «Girls where I 
friends and I bracelets with an old- monkey bars and live usually wear 
gather at my fashioned Indian play Red Rover sweatshirts and 

house to talk.” loom. It looks neat during recess.” jeans.” 


when it’s done.” 


Com 
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Fai Foen, 10 
Novi, Michigan 
“The latest trend at 
my school is taking 
special after-school 
classes, like dance 
and piano.” 


a Wwe 
Morgan’s feet were strapped 
to her snowboard as she 
gazed down at miles of pure 
white snow. Seconds later, 
she was in a heap at the 
bottom of the hill. WIPEOUT! 
Morgan Ralph, of Big Bear 
City, California, is a shred 
betty—a female snowboarder. 
Lots of girls are learning the 
skills and slang that go along 
with this sport. For example, 
a snowboarder rides with one 
foot forward. If her right foot 


is forward, she's goofy-footed. 


Do you want to try snow- 
boarding? Take lessons 
before you hit the hill. And 
Morgan says, if you wipe out, 
try to bounce! 


Meredith Wright, 10 
Memphis, Tennessee 


Taste Test 


Hot Chocolate 
Nothing warms you up quicker 
than hot chocolate. We asked 
some American Girl readers to 
rate four hot chocolate mixes: 
Land O’ Lakes, Swiss Miss, 
Nestlé, and Hershey’s. 

The winner? Nestlé definitely 
tickled the taste buds of our 
panel. One taster explained why. 
“It has just the right amount of 
chocolate,” she said. 

And who was the big loser? 
Our panel thought Hershey’s 
tasted like coffee. Coffee?! Try 
your own tasie test and see 
what you think. 


Genevieve Chavez, 8 
Arlington, Texas 


“Ice-skating is a 
trend here. I hope 


Kara Waxman) 9 “Fancy and other girls in the 
Stony Brook, New York original hair United States get 
“Braids & Bows isa accessories are interested in 

great new book for girls trendy at my skating, too.” 
who want to learn school.” 
braiding.” 


GSU a See 


Polling Ail Girls 


What is the world’s dumbest toy? 

What is your favorite way to pass time when 
you’re traveling in the car? 

What is your favorite animal book? 

VWrite to Us! We'll put your answers in a future 
issue of American Girl! 


Crazy Nicknames 


In our Premier Issue we 


Photoworld/FPG. 


Here’s 


asked you to tell us your | 3k et like a bomb went How to 


funny nicknames. Here’s 
what some of you said: 


“My funny nickname 


Write 
—Jami Pohorny, Bryant, lowa to Us 9 p 

Send news, jokes, riddles, poll 
answers, nicknames, and funny 


is Mush. | got it from stories to this address: 


my daddy because he 
hugs me tight.” 


—Audra Wolfley, Oklahoma City, —Ariel Weiner, Howard Beach, 
Oklahoma New York 


Write to Us! Send us more of your crazy nicknames. 


American Girl 
Giris Express 
8400 Fairway Place 
Middieton, Wi 53562 


Important! We won't be able to 
write you back. We wish we could, 


but we’d never get the next issue 


Annie Erlandson, 9 
Lincoln, Nebraska 


Emily Joy Pappas, 10 
Sacramento, California 


“Clothes don't seem 


Stephanie Hare, 9 


to be of much Norcross, Georgia “Many girls wear 
concern in my school “Baggy shirts and scrunchies in 
and neighborhood, stirrup pants are their hair. Some 
but I still like to trendy clothes of us have even 
dress up.” among girls learned how to 
I know.” make them.” 


of American Girl finished if we did. 


Ashley Plummer, 8 
Portage, Indiana 


“Girls have all 
kinds of favorite 
music, but rap is 

the kind I like 

best.” ba 
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yack 


Ololade 


Melanie Raque| 


Friends and ] 


“When you fight with your friends, how 


This issue, Talk It Out went to Warwick, 
Rhode Island, to talk to these ten-year-old 
girls. 


Jackie: After a fight my friend and | 
usually both say we’re sorry. But other times 
I'm waiting for her to say “Sorry” and she’s 
waiting for me to say “Sorry,” and we’re both 
standing there saying nothing. Then we say, 
“Let’s just forget it.” 


Ololade: Sometimes | say, “I’m sorry, it’s 
all my fault,” just to stop the fight, but it keeps 
continuing. 


Yen RITES IR NRE CAE TRE ABNER BRIE RI SEEN 


seme 


it you’re trying to stop a 
fight but your friend stays 
mad, give her time to 
cool off. 


Jioceewsemener momen: 
es an Sao RN Mt 
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Mielanie: Once | got out a game just 
because my friend wanted to play it. But then 
she said she didn’t want to play. | said, “Well, 
you’re the one who wanted to,” and she went 
stomping home. But ten minutes later she 
came back and said she was sorry. 


Raque!: |had a fight with my best friend 
that lasted for three weeks. She told one of my 
other friends that she didn’t like me. Then she 
called me up and said, “I’m sorry,” and begged 
me to be her friend. But | don’t trust her as 
much now. 


AOL Tige ame Phmertte PN 


/nyone can make a mistake. 
Try to give your friend a 
second chance. If she hurts 
your feelings again, though, 
that’s a bad sign. 


ee ee eae ee 


\Aa@tie: Two of my friends got into a fight. 
One of them asked me to take sides. | told her, 
“I’m not on anybody’s side because you’re 
both my friends.” She got mad at me and held 
a grudge against me. And | said, “Well, hey, 
you don’t have to like me, it’s just that /’m not 
going to be in any of your fights.” 


Courtney: | was mad at my friend and 
had stopped talking to her. So she sent 
someone to give me a message. Now we’re 
friends again. 


Courtney — oil 


‘ishts 


jo you make up?” 


Jackie: My friend and | had a fight, and | 
told her to get out of my room. She sat 
outside my door. We started sending notes 
under the door saying stuff like “Why’d you do 
that?” She’d send the note, and then I’d send 
it back. After we made up she said, “Can we 
keep playing this game? It’s fun!” 


Jill: When | get in a big fight, my mom helps 
me forget about it. Then my friend and | just 
make up the next day. 


t 
Why not ask someone t 
else—like your mom—to 
help you find your way 
out of a fight? | 
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Katies: One of my best friends and | wrote 
bad things about each other with chalk on the 
sidewalk. My mom got mad at both of us, and 
called her mom. My friend came over to my 
house, and we both said we were sorry. Then 
we took a hose and washed the bad things 
off the sidewalk. While we were doing it, | 
sprayed her. She sprayed me back, and we 
were friends again. ¥ 


CVSS SES SEISCESESSEGVGESSEGOUGCEEES 


6 Tips for 
Patching Things Up 


ag bh Aw - 


If your friend wants to make up, but 
you’re still mad: 

Try telling your friend that you need a 
little time to feel better, and then keep 
your distance for a couple of days. If 
you find that you miss her, you’ll know 
what to do next. 


If you want to make up, but she 
doesn’t: 

Just wait and see what happens. Be 
friendly, but don’t push too hard. 


If you’re in the middle: 

Try to get out. Tell your friends you 
like them both, and you don’t want to 
take sides. Then stop talking to each 
one about the other. Let the two of 
them work it out. 


lif fights make you tongue-tied: 
You don’t have to say something 
clever—just talk about how you feel. 
Take a chance and say, “It hurts my 
feelings when you make fun of my 
clothes, and | wish you’d stop,” 
instead of standing there fuming. 


if your fight is really stupid: 

Find something funny about what 
started it. A good laugh clears the air 
like nothing else. 


if your fight is really serious: 

Calm down and talk it over. Look at 
the problem from your friend’s point of 
view, and encourage her to see yours. 
The trick is to make up in a way that 
leaves both of you feeling good. 


Aithough they can be awful, arguments 
are a part of friendship. But getting 
through them together can actually 
make your friendship stronger! 
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Bridesmaid 


(Se 


Can 
Samantha 
live up to 
Cornelia’s 
hopes for 
her? Or will 
Samantha let 
Cornelia 


_ wedding 
day? 


SE, 


- made her giggle. 


By Valerie Tripp 


(q6 eady or not, here I come!” a voice 
called out. 

Samantha Parkington held her breath and 
tried not to move. She didn’t want to give 
away her hiding place on the window seat 
behind the curtain. 

Suddenly the curtain was thrust aside. 
A red-haired, freckle-faced girl grinned at 
Samantha. 

“Oh, Agnes! You found me too 
soon,” said Samantha, laughing. 

“Y’m not Agnes,” whispered the girl. 
“I’m Agatha. May I hide with you?” 

“Sure,” whispered Samantha. 
“Squinch next to me. Don’t wiggle.” 

Agatha sat so close to Samantha 
that her red curls tickled 
Samantha’s face and 


Soon both girls 
were giggling so 
much they didn’t even 
hear Agnes come into © 
the bedroom where they 
were hiding. : 
The curtain was thrust aside again. 


Illustrated by Rob Grace 
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“Ts it our 
bridesmaid 


dresses?” 


“T found you!” exclaimed Agnes. “It was easy. 
You two made more noise than the monkeys 
at the zoo.” 

Agnes looked exactly like Agatha. The twin 
girls were nine, just Samantha’s age. Their 
older sister, Cornelia Pitt, was going to marry 

Samantha’s Uncle Gard. 
CS Samantha, Agnes, and Agatha 
were going to be bridesmaids in 
the wedding. 

Samantha and her grand- 
mother had been invited to stay 
at the Pitt family’s elegant town 
house in New York City for the 
entire week before the wedding. 
They had been with the Pitts 
A gnes. for three days so far, and 

Samantha thought it was the 
ew most fun she had ever had. 
Agnes kicked off her shoes 
and started jumping from bed to bed. “Come 
on!” she said. “Let’s jump like monkeys.” 

“But Agnes,” said Samantha. “You haven’t 

found Alice yet.” Alice was the twins’ three- 


asked 


year-old sister. 

“Oops! I forgot Alice,” cried Agnes, jump- 
ing to the floor. “She’s easy to find. She 
always hides in the sewing, room. Let’s go.” 

All three girls stampeded down the hall. 
Agnes and Agatha stampeded everywhere. For 
Samantha, being with the rambunctious twins 
was a delightful change from her everyday life. 
Samantha’s mother and father were dead, so 
she lived with her grandmother in a big, quiet 
house in the small, quiet town of Mount 
Bedford. Her grandmother, whom she called 
Grandmary, had strict ideas about proper 
behavior for young ladies like Samantha. 

But here in New York, Grandmary was 
distracted. She and Mr. and Mrs. Pitt and 
Uncle Gard and Cornelia were swept up ina 
whirl of wedding partiés and preparations that 


kept them busy from morning to night. So 
Samantha was free to play with the lively twins 
all day long. Uncle Gard said Agnes and 
Agatha were like woodpeckers: cheerful, red- 
headed, noisy, flighty, and into everything. 


lhe girls found Alice sitting on the floor of 

the sewing room. A blanket covered most 
of her, but her feet stuck out plain to see. The 
older girls smiled at one another. They were 
too kind to laugh at Alice. Agnes lifted the 
blanket. “Here you are, Alice,” she said. “I 
found you last of all.” 

Alice beamed. “That means I won,” she 
said. “Let’s play again.” 

“No, come jump on the beds with us,” said 
Samantha. “We’re going to pretend we’re 
monkeys.” 

“That won’t take much pretending,” said a 
man’s deep voice. The girls turned to see 
Uncle Gard and Cornelia in the doorway. 
Uncle Gard winked at Samantha. “Are you 
having fun with these rowdies, Sam?” he 
asked. 

“Oh, yes!” said Samantha. 

Cornelia gave Samantha a quick kiss. “We 
are all delighted to have you here,” she said. 
“Now I need you and the twins to come with 
me. I’ve something to show you.” 

“Ts it our bridesmaid dresses?” asked Agnes. 
“Are they finished?” 

Cornelia smiled and nodded. 

“Furray!” shouted the twins. 

“JT want a bridesmaid dress, too,” wailed 
Alice. 

Samantha felt sorry for her. But then Uncle 
Gard said, “You come with me, Alice. We’ll 
practice dancing. You are going to dance with 
me on my wedding day, aren’t you?” 

“Come on!” cried Agatha to Samantha 
and Agnes. The three girls ran to the stairs, 
straddled the banister, and slid down to the 


landing on the floor below. Cornelia hurried 
down the stairs almost as quickly. Agnes flung 
open the door to Cornelia’s room. When the 
three girls saw the lovely, lacy, pink dresses 
lying on the bed, they shrieked with delight. 

Mrs. Pitt was just coming into the room 
with Grandmary. “Great Cacsar’s ghost, 
girls!” she scolded. “Have a care for my poor 
nerves!” Mrs. Pitt lowered herself into a chair 
and held a handkerchief to her forehead. 

“Yes, ma’am,” said the girls. They couldn’t 
wait to try on their new dresses and were 
already halfway out of their clothes. 

Mrs. Pitt sighed. “I think Agnes, Agatha, 
and Samantha are too young to be brides- 
maids. But Cornelia insisted upon it,” she said 
to Grandmary. “I do so hope the girls will 
behave properly during the wedding. I fear 
they will forget themselves and mortify us.” 

Samantha was glad her face was hidden by 
her bridesmaid dress as she pulled it over her 
head. She was sure her cheeks were pink from 
hurt pride. How could Mrs. Pitt say such 
things? Samantha would 
never embarrass 
Cornelia. She couldn’t 
bear to have Cornelia 
disappointed, ever, and 


especially not on her wedding day. 

Grandmary said in her calm, firm voice, 
“T am sure they will behave like proper 
young ladies.” 

“Young, indeed!” Mrs. Pitt said. “They are 
most exceptionally young.” 

“And they will be most exceptionally fine 
bridesmaids,” said Cornelia. “I have no 
doubts at all.” . 

Samantha poked her head out of the collar 
of her dress and flashed Cornelia a grateful 
smile. 

When all the buttons were buttoned and 
sashes tied, Mrs. Pitt stood up and looked at 
the girls with a critical eye. “Well,” she said. 
“You look quite presentable. Take off the 
dresses now. It won’t do to wrinkle them.” 
And with that, she swept out the door. 

Grandmary paused in the doorway long 
enough to say, “You young ladies look 
absolutely charming.” And then she left, too. 

“Cornelia,” said Agatha when the girls had 
changed back into their usual clothes. “Please 
may we see your bridal gown?” 

Cornelia smiled. She opened the double 
doors of her wardrobe, and there it was—a 
creamy white dream of a dress decorated with 

tiny pearls from its high collar to its flowing 
train. “And here’s the best part of all,” said 
Cornelia. From behind the gown she 
carefully pulled a long 

white cascade of lace as 

light and fine as mist. 

“My veil.” 

“Ooh,” gasped the 
three girls. 

“Oh, Cornelia,” 
sighed Samantha. 
“It’s perfect.” 

Cornelia touched 
the veil gently. 
“Tsn’t it lovely?” 
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she said. “I'll wear it only once, to mark one 
of the happiest days of my life.” 

It will be one of the happiest days of her life, 
thought Samantha. I'll do everything I can to 
make sure it is. 

“Cornelia,” said Agnes. “When I get 

Cane married may I wear this veil?” 
“Yes, of course, Agnes,” 
said Cornelia. “And you, too, 


66 
I want a Agatha. And you, too, 
: Samantha.” 
bride dress Samantha said softly, 
. “Thank you. But I... 1 

and veil, already have a veil.” 

too!” Alice “You do?” asked Agatha. 
i Everyone looked at 

demanded Samantha with curiosity. “It 


was my mother’s veil,” she 
GX 19? explained. “Grandmary said it 
belongs to me now. I’ve seen 
it only once or twice. It’s in a box in the attic 
in Mount Bedford.” 

Cornelia smoothed Samantha’s hair. “How 

- wonderful,” she said. “Your mother has given 
you something precious to remember her by 
on your wedding day. I’m sure it’s beautiful.” 

“Yes,” said Samantha. “It’s like your veil, 
Cornelia. It’s long and white and billowy as 
a cloud.” 

Cornelia laughed. “My veil is as big as a 
cloud,” she said. “In fact, I’d better find 
another place to keep it. I don’t want it to 
be crushed.” She grinned at the girls. “Well, 
my exceptional bridesmaids! Run along now. 
I don’t want you to use up all your good 
behavior before the wedding. Go find Alice 
and get into some mischief.” 

But the girls weren’t interested in mischief. 
Cornelia’s bridal gown and veil were so 
romantic that Agnes, Agatha, and Samantha 
decided to dress up and pretend to be brides 
themselves. Agatha found some old lace 


curtains in the sewing room. Each girl tied 
one around her waist to make a long, flowing 
skirt and draped another over her head to 
make a veil. The three brides were walking in 
their elegant attire from the sewing room to 
their bedroom when Alice appeared. 

“T want a bride dress and veil, too!” she 
demanded. “Where’s mine?” 

“There are no more curtains,” said Agatha. 
“You can be the groom, Alice.” 

Alice stamped her foot. “That’s no fun!” 
she cried. 

The girls had to admit she was right. So 
Samantha made a bride dress for Alice by 
pinning a pillowcase around her waist. For 
a veil, Alice wore one of Samantha’s lace 
petticoats tied to her head with a ribbon. 

The four girls practiced kneeling, sitting 
gracefully, and dancing. The older girls loved 
to swirl around and then sit down quickly to 
see their skirts and veils billow out around 
them. Alice was disappointed because her 
pillowcase skirt didn’t swirl as well as the older 
girls’ curtains did, but she enjoyed playing 
bride anyway. 


Ihe day of the wedding was wintry gray 

and cold. But inside the Pitts’ house 
florists scurried about, making springtime. 
Flowers bloomed on every table and in every 
comer. Delicious smells floated out of the 
kitchen. The doorbell rang constantly as 
wedding presents were delivered. Maids were 
polishing, dusting, and shining everything 
into a state of perfection. The sound of excited 
voices filled the house from top to bottom. 

Samantha, Agnes, Agatha, and Alice spent 

the morning upstairs smearing lemon paste on 
their faces to make their freckles fade. They 
tied their hair up in rags to make it curly. 
Samantha didn’t actually have any freckles, and 
Agnes, Agatha, and Alice already had curly 


hair, but no one wanted to miss out on any 
of the fun. 

About noon, the four girls wandered 
downstairs to observe all the activity. When 
Mrs. Pitt saw their lemon-pasted faces, she 
cried, “Great Caesar’s ghost, girls! Don’t be in 
the way today. The maid will come to help you 
dress at five. Until then, you older girls keep 
an eye on Alice.” She fluttered her hands at 
them and said, “Shoo!” 

“Yes, ma’am,” said the girls. They scooted 
back upstairs. 

Agatha asked restlessly, “What are we 
supposed to do all afternoon?” 

“Let’s play hide-and-seek,” said Samantha. 
“Pll be It.” 

“No!” said Alice. “I want to play bride.” 

“We'll do that next,” said Samantha. 
“Quick! Go hide now, Alice.” So Alice went 
off to hide in the sewing room as usual. 

It took Samantha about five minutes to find 
Agnes and Agatha hiding under the beds. 
Then the three girls agreed that the lemon 
paste was making their faces itch, so they 
scrubbed it off. They pulled the rags out of 
their hair, too. They were just going to the 
sewing room to find Alice when Cornelia 
called to them from the first floor. 

“Come down, girls,” she said. “Your 
bridesmaid bouquets are here!” 

Samantha, Agnes, and Agatha forgot 
all about Alice. They flew down the 
stairs. Grandmary, Mrs. Pitt, and 
Cornelia were waiting for them at 
the bottom. Cornelia held three 
huge bouquets of lilacs in her 
arms. 

“Here you are, ladies,” she 
said. “Beautiful flowers for my 
beautiful bridesmaids.” 

The girls buried their 
taces in the bouquets 


and took deep breaths to smell their lovely 
perfume. 

Cornelia smiled at them and said, “Now 
take good care—” Suddenly she stopped 
talking. The smile left her face and she gasped, 
“Alice!” 

Mrs. Pitt, Grandmary, and the girls turned 
to see Alice coming down the stairs. She was 
draped in white lace from head to foot. 
Samantha stared, and then she gasped, too. 
Alice was wearing Cornelia’s wedding veil! She 
had hacked it in two with scissors and used 
one part for a skirt and the other part for a 
veil. The lace hung in tatters. Cornelia’s veil 
was ruined—completely, 
utterly, totally 
ruined. 
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“Great Caesar’s ghost!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Pitt. 

“No,” said Alice cheerfully. “I’m not a 
ghost. I’m a bride! Now I have a swirly 
skirt, too!” 


Fe a moment, no one moved or said a 
word. Then Grandmary groaned. Mrs. 
Pitt collapsed into a chair. Agnes and Agatha 
wailed, “Oh, Alice!” Poor Alice burst into 
tears. She could tell she had done something 
very wrong. Samantha looked at Cornelia. She 
was very pale. 

“You older girls go to your room,” said 
Grandmary quietly. “Take your bouquets.” 

The three girls trudged upstairs and flopped 
onto their beds. Samantha felt miserable. Jf 
only we’d known Cornelia put her gown and 
veil in the sewing room this morning! thought 
Samantha. We could have warned Alice not to 
touch it. But now. . . “Weve got to do some- 
thing,” she said in a determined voice. 

“What can we do?” asked Agatha. “The veil 


- is ruined. We can’t fix it.” 


“And it’s onc o’clock. The wedding’s in five 
hours,” said Agnes. “There’s not enough time 
to get a new veil.” 

“Not a new veil,” said Samantha slowly. 
“An old veil.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Agnes. 

Samantha stood up. “I’m going 
to Mount Bedford. I’m going to 
get my mother’s veil and bring 
it back here for Cornelia,” 
she said. 

Agnes and Agatha 
bounced off their beds. 
“That’s a wonderful 
idea!” Agatha exclaimed. 

“But how will you get 
to Mount Bedford?” 
asked Agnes. - 


“T’ll ask Uncle Gard to drive me. We'll 
borrow an automobile,” said Samantha. 

Agatha’s and Agnes’s eyes were bright. 
They loved nothing better than an almost 
impossible plan. “Don’t you worry, 
Samantha,” said Agatha. “We’ll take care of 
everything here. No one will know you’re 
gone.” 

“Right!” said Agnes. “We’ll put pillows in 
your bed and pretend you’re taking a nap.” 

“We'll run water in the tub and pretend 
you’re taking a bath.” 

“We’ll play hide-and-seek and pretend 
you’re hiding somewhere.” 

“And if you’re late, we’ll stall the wedding 
by .. . by stealing the musicians’ instruments. 

“Or painting red spots on ourselves and 
pretending they’re measles.” 

Samantha laughed in spite of herself. 
“Stop!” she said. “There’s no time to spare. 
Td better go.” 

“Good luck!” Agnes and Agatha called after 
her as she left. 

Samantha found Uncle Gard in the study 


0” 


stumped in a chair, staring into the fire. She 
ran to him. “Uncle Gard,” she said. “I have 
a plan.” 

Uncle Gard listened carefully. When she 
finished, he looked at his pocket watch and 
shook his head. “We can’t do it, Sam,” he 
said. “There isn’t enough time to get to 
Mount Bedford and back. We don’t want 
Cornelia to come down the aisle with no veil 
only to find she has no groom, either. I can’t 
be late to my own wedding.” 

Samantha was impatient. “If we leave right 
now we can get to Mount Bedford and back. 
Please, Uncle Gard. We’ve got to.” 

Uncle Gard stood up and smiled at 
Samantha. “By Jove, Sam!” he said. “It’s 
worth a try. Let’s go!” 

Sleet slashed at the windshield. Samantha 
was bounced and bumped as the automobile 
lurched along the icy, rutted roads. She didn’t 
mind. She was glad Uncle Gard was driving 
fast. Whenever he looked at his watch, Uncle 
Gard frowned and drove faster. Even so, it 
seemed to Samantha that the trip was taking 
ages. The sleet blurred the view so that she 
could hardly see familiar landmarks along 
the way. 

When they finally pulled up to Grand- 
mary’s house, Samantha hardly waited for 
the automobile to stop before she 
jumped out and ran up the slippery 
steps. She hammered on the door 
with both fists and called out to 
the maid, “Elsa! It’s me! 
Hurry! Open the door!” 
Elsa opened the door and 
exclaimed, “Miss 
Samantha! Sakes alive! 
Whatever’s going on?” 
But Samantha did not 
stop. She ran past Elsa 
and pounded up the 


stairs to the attic. She pushed hatboxes, shoe- 
boxes, and dusty boxes of books out of her 
way until she found it—the box holding her 
mother’s veil. 

Samantha lifted the lid of the box and 
looked at the delicate veil. It smelled faintly of 
rose petals, a smell that always made her think 
of her mother. Samantha 
smiled. The soft smell of roses Crs 
was reassuring. It was as if her 


mother were giving her bless- Samantha 

ing to the idea of letting 

Cornelia wear her veil. thoug. ht, 

Samantha closed the box and 

carried it down the stairs and Please let 

out to the automobile. Paack 
She and Uncle Garddidnot 4S Sel BAC 

talk much on the trip back to in time 

the city. Samantha knew it 

must be getting late because Please! 


the sky was darkening. She 
could hardly see Uncle Gard’s CE 
face. He didn’t bother to look at 

his pocket watch. He just drove as fast as he 
could, gripping the wheel to keep the auto- 
mobile from skidding as it sped along streets 
slick with frozen rain. Samantha held the box 
and thought, Please let us get back in time. 
Please! 


A half past five, Samantha and Uncle Gard 
walked into the Pitts’ town house—and 
into an uproar. “Where on earth have you two 
been?” shrieked Mrs. Pitt. She pushed her way 
toward them through a swarm of maids and 
musicians, waiters and florists. “We’ve been 
beside ourselves looking for you. Of all the 
irresponsible, thoughtless things to do! Gard, 
where did you and that child go?” 

Samantha left Uncle Gard to explain. She 
hurried up the stairs to Cornelia’s room and 
tapped on the door. 
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“Why, Samantha!” said Cornelia when she watched Cornelia walking slowly down the 
opened the door. She was already wearing her _aisle on her father’s arm. Through the fine lace 


wedding gown. “Everyone’s been worried. of the veil, Cornelia smiled at Uncle Gard. 
Where have you been?” Then she, too, winked at Samantha. 

“T have something for you, Cornelia,” said Samantha felt her heart fill with love. She 
Samantha. She set the box on the floor, knelt and Agnes and Agatha stood shoulder to 
by it, and opened the lid. “It’s my mother’s shoulder—three most exceptionally happy 
veil,” she said. “Uncle Gard and I went to bridesmaids.* 


Mount Bedford to get it. I thought you might 
like to wear it.” 

Cornelia sank to her knees next to 
Samantha. Slowly, she lifted the veil out of the 
box. “Oh, Samantha,” she sighed. “It’s so 
beautiful! I am honored to wear it.” Cornelia 
had tears in her eyes, but she laughed as she 
hugged Samantha and said, “Oh, thank you, 
my dear girl! I knew you would be a most 
exceptional bridesmaid.” 


andles glowed in every window. The 
music began. Exactly on cuc, Agnes, 
then Agatha, and then Samantha walked 
down the flower-lined aisle to the grace- 
ful arch of greenery in front of the Pitts’ 
hearth. Mrs. Pitt, Alice, and Grandmary 
smiled at the girls from the first row of chairs. 
Uncle Gard stood by the hearth next to the 
minister. His tie looked as if he had tied it in 
a hurry. His hair was still damp. But he 
looked happy. His smile broadened 
as the three girls walked toward 
him. He winked at Samantha. 
Everyone gasped and 
murmured in delight as they 


Meet the Author dress-up clothes many times 
"7 4 when we were children. Our 
Valerie Trip Pp wedding day was an exceptionally 
“My husband and I were married happy day for my husband and 
on the front steps of the houseI me because all our family and 
grew up in—the steps where my _ friends were there to help us 
sistérs and I had played bride in celebrate.” 
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n Felicity’s time, brides in 
England wore long, elegant 
white and silver dresses. And 
so did colonial brides like this 
one, standing in front of the 
church with her groom. When 
the American Revolution broke 
out, and the colonies were 
fighting for their independence 
from England, a few colonial 
brides broke tradition. These 
women showed that they sided 
with the patriots by getting 
married in gowns that were 
red, the color of rebellion. 


ioneer brides in Kirsten’s 

time didn’t wear elegant 

white dresses. They had 
very few clothes, so they 
often chose a practical dark 
dress that could be worn 
for many years after the 
wedding. These two 
sisters, Isabelle and 
Margaret Miller, got 
married together on the 
Fourth of July in 4 little 
church in Minnesota. 


Victorian wedding was a 

splendid affair. At one 

famous wedding, 100 
guests sat down to a seven- 
course breakfast! A wealthy 
bride in Samantha’s time wore 
a lacy white dress trimmed 
with ruffles and beads and tiny 
pearls, with a long train 
floating behind it. She 
also wore a long veil. 
According to tradition, 
an old veil is luckier than 
anew one, anda 
borrowed veil is the 
luckiest of all. 


|his Western wedding had a style all its own. The wedding 
|? party posed outdoors, at a Colorado mine. Maybe the groom 
worked there—or maybe the couple just liked the view! —» 


undreds of years ago, girls in Europe walked 

in front of a bride and threw herbs out of a 

basket, to scare away evil spirits and to make 
the air around her smell sweet. Over the 


years, the tradition changed. Girls like the | 


ones in this photograph began throwing 
flowers instead—and they still do! 


n 1922, the tomb of an 
ancient king named 
Tutankhamen was discovered 
in Egypt, and suddenly the 
world went wild for anything 
Egyptian. Even wedding gowns 
looked Egyptian for a year or 
two! The style of this dress 
was shockingly modern, but 
the dress, true to tradition, 
was white. 
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ne thing most weddings 

have in common is a party. 

This Jewish couple had a 
sit-down feast—in front of a live 
orchestra! Jewish wedding 
ceremonies include a tradition 
known as breaking the glass. 
During the ceremony, the 
groom steps on a wineglass and 
breaks it, to remind everyone 
at the happy celebration that 
Jewish people have lived 
through sad times, too. 


zsv0ssel 4919 21} Youpyay - gyyy sa0p AUN oe 


~ 


‘. 
‘ 


gem S 


uring Molly’s time, 

most brides wanted to 

wear long white gowns 
like this one. But dress 
material was scarce because 
of World War Two. Some 
war brides wore their 
mothers’ wedding i 
gowns. Others made Ties 
gowns out of their 
fiances’ shimmering 
white parachutes. 
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national championships. 
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jive, six, seven, eight, MEOW!” 
es The Ice Cubes pose like cats. When the 
music begins, all 28 girls glide onto the ice in 
purrfectly straight lines. Suddenly their lines 
break into a shape that looks like the spokes 
of a wheel. What will they do next? 

The Ice Cubes are a precision-skating team 
from Lexington, Massachusetts. Precision 
skaters don’t skate solo. Instead, a number of 
them hold hands to create a chain. Then the 
girls in that chain skate together, doing the 
same moves as girls in other chains. Each 
skater stays in precisely the right spot, so her 
chain can pass through other chains of 
skaters without anyone crashing. Some of the 
moves might remind you of the Ice Capades. 

Some precision teams skate just for fun, but 
the Ice Cubes compete. In fact, they’ve been 
national champions among precision teams in 
their age group four times. 

Like many difficult sports, precision skating 
looks easy when it’s done 
well. But listen to how 
some Ice Cubes describe it: 

“| had trouble learning 
the footwork at first, but by 
the end of the year it was 
automatic,” explains 
Caroline Ryan. And Vanessa 
Mayer says, “It’s hard to 
get everything together and 
work as a team.” 

The Ice Cubes learn early 
that precision takes a lot of 
practice. “When we start 
the season, we stink,” says ( . F 
Amy Gillis. “You don’t just — = ; 
walk out on the ice and ~~ 
bang-boom-pow, you're good. You have to work 
and practice hard. Then, when you get to 
Nationals, you’re the best.” 
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Some precision 
moves have funny 
names, like shoot- 
the-duck, mohawk, 

and eggbeater. 


Lots of girls would love to join 
the Ice Cubes, and every year 
the coach holds tryouts to fill 
open slots. At tryouts, each girl 
skates with the team—more 
than 20 Ice Cubes at once! 


Each Ice Cube gets her own 
locker at the rink, a team 
skate bag, and a black-and- 
white dress to wear to 
practices. Plus, the Ice 
Cubes travel to competitions 
all over the country. 


To perform certain moves, 
precision teams skate 
really fast. That requires 
some fancy footwork. 


Each precision skating 
team, develops a new 
program every year, 
complete with music and 
costumes. The Ice Cubes 
chose cats as their theme 
last year. To avoid 
catastrophe, team moms 
help the Ice Cubes get 
into costume before 
competition! ¥ 
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The Braiding 


Braids & Bows is one 


of the hottest books in Don’t expect your first (or your second) 
French braid to look right. It takes 
America. Girls across practice to keep the braid snug and neat. 


the country are flocking 

to bookstores everywhere 
to get their hands on it. 
Braids & Bows is full of 

fun ways to braid your hair 
and instructions for great 
barrettes and bows that 
you can make. Some of the 
materials you’ll need even 
come with the book! Here’s 
a peek into its pages. 


& Divide this 
section into three 
strands and cross 
the right—then the 
left—over the 
center (just as you 
do with a basic 
braid). Hold all the 


This style is beautiful and simple, and 


hair in your left 3 Pull a small 
it works as well in school as it does at gathering a handful hand as shown. section of hair 
a party. of hair from the top back from the right 
These instructions are written of the head. Easy. side of the face 


and add it to the 
strand that is now 
on the right. . . 


especially for people who, like you, 
have only two hands. Take a big breath 
and read on. You'll do fine. 


. .- then pull the 
center strand all the 
way to the right... 


...and move all 
the hair to your right 
hand as shown. This 
is a good time to pull 
the strands down 
with your free hand to 
tighten the braid. 
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Now add more 
hair to the strand 
that is now on the 
left. Be sure to keep 
your hands close to 
the head. 


Balloony Bow 


A fun barrette for parties. 
All you need is a package 
of small balloons and a 


barrette. 


balloons onto 
the barrette, alternating 
them so that each one 
points in a different 
direction. 


JAMES H. YOUNG 


. .. and hold all 
the hair in your left 
hand. Again, pull the 
strands down with 
your free hand to 
tighten the braid. 
Repeat steps 3-8 
until all the hair has 
been caught up‘in 


Pull the center the braid. Finish off 
strand all the way with a basic braid. 
to the left... 
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This is a good everyday ae 
style that can be dressed up AG i 
with a pretty bow or flowers SV 
for special events. Be sure ) Using a comb to 
you are comfortable with the make a clean part, 
basic French braid before separate out a section of 
you try it. hair running from just 
behind the top of one ear 


all the way over the head 
to the top of the other ear. 


“aly 


© Once all the hair in 


this section has been 
French braided, finish up 
with a basic braid and 
secure it with an elastic 
band. 


Start a French braid 
close to the first ear. 
Continue French braiding 
across the top of the 
head. 


Mis is a pretty and unusual 
braid that looks much more 
difficult than it is. The Rope 
will stay neater longer if you 
do it while the hair is a little 
damp. 


Start with a ponytail 

secured with an elastic 
band close to the head. 
Divide the hair into three 
sections. Twist the right 
section to the right several 


(2) ... then cross it all 
the way over the 


other two sections. 


Repeat, always twisting the right strand to 

the right and crossing it over the other two. 
Finish off with an elastic band when the braid is 
as long as you want it. 


% 


Pouf 


You'll need to round up 
some tulle netting (the kind 
tutus are made out of) for 
this bow. You can find it at 
any fabric store. Cut about 
14 net strips that are six 
inches long and two inches 
wide. You can add sparkle 


. by twisting in strands of star 


wire (usually sold in gift 
shops). 


‘1 Tie net strips 
around an 
elastic band. 
Start by covering 
the metal part. 


2 If you’re using star wire, 
twist a piece onto the . 

elastic after 
each piece 


of netting. wes sen 


3 Continue tying on the 
netting and star wire, 
keeping them 
all bunched 

up together. 
ge. 


Braids & Bows at your local bookstore. 
Akers Johnson and Robin. Stoneking, 
z Press, Palo Alto, California. 
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Valentine Party 


with ag 


Peppermint Twist 


What's red and white and sweet all over? Peppermints! 
This Valentine’s Day, celebrate the sweetness of friendship. 
Invite your friends to a party with a peppermint twist! 


Make Peppermint Invitations 
Hand over your heart with a personally delivered invitation that 
combines a heart, a bow, and a peppermint stick. Ask your pals to 
come dressed in their valentine best, wearing red, pink, or white. 


Set the Scene for 
Peppermint Treats 


Get ready for a perfect party 
by creating fancy place settings 


for all your guests. A lacy place 
mat, a carefully rolled napkin 
decorated with a sparkling 
pouf (see next page), anda 
display of dainty cookies .. . 
Everyone’s peppermint dreams 
will be sure to come true! 


Make a Peppermint Tree 
Before your guests come, set the table 
with a forest of peppermint trees. 
Here’s how to make them: 


} 1.Press a block of 
Styrofoam into a 

} small flowerpot. 
Poke a peppermint 
stick into the middle 
| of the block. 


4 2.Pour enough 

~} uncooked rice or 
beans into the pot to 
completely cover the 
Styrofoam. They'll 
keep the pot from 


tipping. 


| 3.Take a Styrofoam 
. | ball about 2-1/2 

| inches wide. Cover 
} it with peppermints 
"| by sticking straight 
| pins through the 
| wrappers. 


"| 4. Press the ball 

| onto the pepper- 
] mint stick. Glue 
them together. Then 
| glue a few small fake 
| leaves in between the 
| peppermints. 


| 5 .Surround the base 
of the peppermint 
tree with aluminum 
foil. Then cover the 
foil with red hots. 


6.Wrap a ribbon 

} around the pot and 
© | tie a-bow. Use glue 
to keep the ribbon 
in place. 


Fancy Favors 
Fluffy hair poufs make 
neat napkin rings—and 
marvelous mementos. 
Page 31 of this American 
Girl will show you and 
your guests how to craft 
these glamorous creations. 


Play Peppermint Games 


Please Pass the Peppermint: Line up in two teams. 
Each girl gets a spoon, which she has to hold between her 
teeth. The first girl in each line gets a peppermint on her 
spoon. The peppermint must pass from spoon to spoon to 
the end of the line without dropping. No hands! The first 
team to finish is the winner. 


Valentine Word Game: Pass out pencils and paper. 
Have each girl write the word peppermint on one side and 
valentine on the other. How many words can they find 
scrambled in those big words? Set a time limit. 
The girl with the most words is the winner. 


Peppermint Password: Each girl gets 
le a bag of 10 peppermints. Tell everyone 
that anytime they say the word J, they 

| have to give a peppermint to whomever 
they’re talking to. After 15 minutes, 
your mom or dad should say “Stop!” 
The winner is the girl holding the most 
peppermints. 


2 sticks butter 1 teaspoon vanilla raspberry jam 

1/2 cup sugar 2-1/4 cups flour powdered sugar 
Directions: 

@ Take the butter out of the refrigerator. Let it sit for 20 minutes. 


Wash your hands. 

@ Turn the oven on and set the temperature at 350°. 

® Mix the butter and sugar together with your hands. Add the vanilla. 

@ Add the flour a little at a time. Mix well. 

@ Press the dough into a flat, round shape. Wrap it in plastic and put it 
in the refrigerator for a half hour. 

@ Roll out the dough on a clean, dry countertop until it’s about a half- 
inch thick. 

@ Use heart-shaped cookie cutters to cut out the cookies. 

© Use a spatula to slide the cookies onto an ungreased baking sheet. If 
you make hearts of different sizes, put them on separate sheets. 

® Cover the cookies and chill in the refrigerator for 20 minutes. 

@ Bake the cookies until they’re light gold (8 to 10 minutes for large 
hearts, 6 to 8 minutes for small hearts). 

@ Slide the cookies off the baking sheet and cool on a wire rack. 

@ Use a butter knife to paint a jam heart on each cookie. Or put two 
cookies together to make a heart sandwich with jam in the middle. 
Press each side of the sandwich onto a plate of powdered sugar. 


pper 


@ Fill heart-shaped ice cube trays (available 
at party stores) with raspberry soda. 
Freeze overnight. 

@ Put 3 scoops of vanilla ice cream into each 
tall glass. 

® Pour ginger ale into each glass. Pour 
slowly! It will foam. 

® Press a heart-shaped ice cube into the 
ice cream in each glass. Add a straw 
and serve. * 
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_ delivers them all over her 


_ Then trace the path she 
~ should take to reach every 


People call Nina the Queen 
of Hearts. On Valentine’s 
Day, she makes cards and 


ee 


neighborhood. Find Nina in 
Ire, holding up a 
card with a big red heart. 


A ERE 


house with another girl’s 
name on it. There’s one 
slight problem: she can only 
turn right. (Hint: Look at the 
hames on the mailboxes. 
They're in an order thats ee) 
help you.) A 
a ee wa ae 
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The | 
Kangaroo’s 
Courtship , 


“Oh will you be my wallaby?” @ 
Asked Mr. Kangaroo. é 
“For we could find so very many 
Jumping things to do. v 
I have a pocket two feet wide 
And deep inside, 

My dear, you’d ride— 

Oh, come and be my bouncing bride, 


My valentine, my side-by-side, 


Credit on page 2. 


I am in love with you.” 


—Jane Yolen 


Fi owe rs ina te 


the right should come next? 
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The eight valentine bouquets above are in a 
pattern. Can you figure out what the pattern is 
and pick which one of the three bouquets at 


Rebus 


Valentine 
You may not..<aii Se, all for me 


The way I care for you. 


You may @...: nose 


When I plead with you— 


, But if your Pshould SOW. with mine 


> Forever nope 


ms 


There is no reason in the world ath 
- bs ae 
0 FY 


Why we two 7 


—Unknown 


op SP 


“"'Valentine . 


DOWN ol WY across 
1. Most 2. When your 
valentine friend calls, it’s the first 
cards are thing you say on 
made of this. the phone. 


2. Give one to Someone you 5. Be sure to give a valentine to your 


z 10008 14 9 PED s fuzoy94 rye soo? KIN? O 


love. It’s free! friend. : 
3. After a wedding, a bride will often her 7. You might have this on the collar of your 
bouquet. fanciest party dress. 
4. Something yummy and sweet. 8. Presents. 
5. You might see this two-word message on a candy 10. A name | call myself. 
heart. It rhymes with valentine. 11. Put this in an envelope before Valentine’s Day and 
= 6. Nina, the Queen of Hearts (see page 36), had mail it to your grandparents or a faraway friend. 
z to to deliver her valentines. 12. Tie this around a gift or wear it in your hair. 
9. A bunch of these make a bouquet. 13. The opposite of mean. 


11. An imaginary boy with wings and a bow and arrow. 15. You might get one from someone you like on 


Pug 


14. This shape is all over town in early February. February 14th. 


Answers to Find-Its Answers to Games & Giggles " 


Find-lt 1, see page 21. Very Valentine Flowers in a Row 
Find-It 2, see page 48. SUIUaIeA "GT Sus "g weay pt Apueo‘ Number 1. 

Find-It 3, see page 1. aol “ET 90e| “2 pidno "TT ssol '¢ 

FindIt 4, see page 3. uoqqu ‘ZT ysoq°G — sIOMOY, “G ny ‘z 

Find-It 5, see page 49. peo “TT OEY “Z JAP “9 jaded “F 

eaerue Se neee ewor ssouoy eulwaq-g —NMod 


Find-It 7, see paper doll, 
Shira’s little book, page 1. 
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By Eleanora E. Tate 
Everyone wants Hatty to give up 
her dream of being a cowgirl— 
until one fateful sala 
afternoon.... 


Illustrated " Melodye Rosales*—<=* 


verybody my age thinks I’m nuts. Well, 
they did until one Saturday afternoon a 
couple of wecks ago. 

I’m Hatricia Belle Gamble, age 10. I want 
to be the world’s greatest rodeo star and a 
cowgirl. I want to sleep under the stars on the 
plains like Stagecoach Mary. She was a famous 
black pioneer. Doesn’t matter that I don’t 
have a horse, that I use a clothesline rope for 
my lasso, and that I live in Iowa. You gotta 
start somewhere, right? 

I live with my parents, my sister Amber, and 
my grandparents on a farm in lowa. My mom 

and dad teach at the university here. 
Daddy wants to be a cattle 
farmer someday. 


Right now he only has two cows, and he “= 
won’t let me rope them. He won’t let me 
rope my grandparents or Amber, either. 

All the kids I know want to be rappers, 
basketball players, and doctors. They want to 
wear designer clothes, not cowboy boots. 
When I went to a Halloween party dressed up 
like a cowgirl, some of the meaner kids said I 
was trying to act white. They said there was 
no such thing as black cowboys, cowgirls, 
and pioneers. 

That shows how dumb they are. I read 
a book about black pioneers and cowboys 
that Mom gave me last year. Mom said that 
we black folks have done everything that 

everybody else in the world 
_ has done. So couldn’t 


we be cowboys and cowgirls, too? 

Besides, I saw a black trick rider at a rodeo 
Daddy took us to last summer. Demetria 
Leigh was dark-skinned, like Iam, with long 
braids. She swung and slung her body from 

one side of her horse to the other. She 

made her lasso hop, skip, loop, curl, 
twirl—do everything but give milk! 
I started wearing braids and 
cowgirl clothes right after that, so I 
could look just like her. I pestered 
Grandpa to teach me how to 
throw a lasso. He worked with 
me for months, using a 
clothesline. He said it wasn’t the 
weight of the rope but the wrist 
and arm of the thrower that did 
the trick. 

Grandma taught me to yodel, 
just like Demetria Leigh! I 
learned to yell so loud down in 
the barn that Grandpa could hear 
me in our house up the hill—even 
with his bedroom windows 
closed. But I wasn’t allowed to 
yodel in the house. Grandma’s 
parakeets banged their heads 
against their cages when I did. 


Ne on the Saturday I want 
to tell you about, I was in 


our barn practicing my lassoing 
and trick riding. Since I don’t 

have a horse, I was 

practicing on Daddy’s 

broken-down riding 
mower. It was freezing cold 
outside, but inside the barn it 
was cozy, because I was having 
my favorite daydream. I was Belle 
Bolero, the world’s most famous 
rodeo star... . 


42 


se stands cheers wildly as 
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neve Hatty 
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because now wae 
You get such w 


adeo queen. 
When I saw that i 


21g] flipping 


“We gotta work on your laneuase, t00,” 
said Amber. “You sound Hike you came off 
Lone Ranger.” ’ 
en we got back to the house and I saw 
Mom’s face, I thought, Steady, pardner. You 
@eed £0 be spending more time on your 
chores and less time out on the range,” Mom 
began. ~The dust balls under your bed have 
tamed into rocks. And look! I found your 
(Geandma’s best butter dish and candy server 


under there, too! What in the world were you 
up to this time?” 

“Well, I was pretending I was Stagecoach 
Mary,” I said. “My precious cargo was 
scattered on the ground, and the wolves—” 

“Hatricia Belle Gamble, this cowgirl 
business is getting out of hand. First you 
lassoed your best friend Tishia’s mother. Then 


‘Hatricia Belle Gamble, this cowgirl business 
is getting out of hand,” said Mom. 


you told that awful joke about buffalo chips at 
dinner with Tishia’s mother and father—the 
pastor of the church! Now you take your 
grandmother’s china. Enough is enough. I 
want you to bring all your Western clothes, 
books—everything—to me. T’ll let you have 
them back in two weeks, after you’ve had 
time to think things over.” 

“What? Wait! Mom—I’m sorry! I won’t do 
anything wrong again, promise!” ; 

“Bring me everything, Hatricia, and that’s 
final.” 

I stomped out of the kitchen and stormed 
into our room. I kicked off my boots. One 
went sliding across the floor just as Mom 
walked in, and hit her on the toe. I edged 
over to the offending boot, picked it up, and 
handed it to her. She left. 

A few minutes later, Grandma and Grandpa 
poked their heads in the door. “I heard the 
bad news,” Grandma said. She smoothed 
down my bangs. “Two weeks isn’t so long, 
though.” 

“Tm sorry about your dishes, Grandma. I 
won’t bother them again.” 

“From now on, do your cowgirling in 
moderation,” she said. “And for right now, 
take your medicine like a strong pioneer 
woman.” 

Grandpa picked up the framed color 


c photograph of Demetria Leigh on my dresser. 
“T’ll set this on the table in our bedroom. 
That way you can come in and look at her 

for inspiration.” 

“Thanks, Grandpa. Want me to give you all 
one last yodel?” 

“No, no, no,” said Grandma quickly. “Save 
it for an extreme emergency—outside.” 

They helped me carry my stuff down to the 
den, where Mom locked it up in a closet. 
“Just remember one thing,” Grandma said. 
“Use what you got till you get what you want.” 


ack in my room, I put on my tennis shoes 
and a regular shirt. Boy, did I ever feel 
like a cowpoke out of place! I told myself 
that the punishment was only for two wecks. 
But two weeks sounded like forever. I remem- 
bered Grandma’s words: Use what you got 
till you get what you want. But without my 
cowgirl gear, I felt like I didn’t have anything. 
_ The doorbell rang. Tishia and her brother 
~*“Famont, who is Amber’s age, bounced in 
~~ with their mom and a couple of boxes of hot 
pizza. “Where’s your cowgirl clothes?” Tishia 
asked immediately. 

“Tl tell you later.” I didn’t want Lamont to 
hear. 

“Hey, Hawkeye Hatty, gimme yodel- 
odel-o,” said Lamont. I just ignored him. 

“We're all going to a seminar at the 
university,” Mom said. “Dad’s in his office 
there if you need him. Grandpa’s going to 
keep an eye on you. Try not to drive him 
crazy, Okay?” 

When they left, Grandpa got up from the 
couch. “You all be good and don’t tear the 
house down,” he said. “T’ll be in my room if 
you need me.” 

As soon as he left, we flung ourselves at the 
pizzas. I had to drink pop out ofa plain old 
glass because my Fort Madison Rodeo 
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souvenir cup was locked up in the closet. 
“Nothing’s been going right today,” I told 
Tishia as we set up the Monopoly board. 

“Maybe if you give a yodel-odel-o you'll 
get good luck,” said Lamont. He began to 
yodel—badly, too. 

“Better quit!” I doubled up my fists. 
Everybody got quiet and looked at me. That’s 
when I caught myself. I was ready to 
fight! Daddy always told me to follow 
my dreams. But maybe this cowgirl 
business was getting out of hand, like 
Mom said. I wished I could talk to 
Demetria Leigh. Maybe she could tell me 
what to do. Did she have these problems 
when she was a kid? 

Three hours later, we were still playing 
Monopoly. Lamont and Amber were facing 
bankruptcy, and Tishia was rich. Lamont 
rolled and landed on Tishia’s property. 
“That’s it. ’'m busted,” he said. 

I saw Amber wink at Lamont. “Let’s go 
ice-fishing at the pond.” 

“Yeah, let’s go!” he said. He winked back 
at Amber. 

“Lamont, my dad said we couldn’t ice-fish 
down there without a grown-up around,” I 
reminded him. 

“Your grandpa’s home,” he said. “I just 
happen to have some hooks, line, jigs, and 
sinkers in my jacket. We can use pepperoni for 
bait. [t’ll be fun! There’s nothing else to do— 
unless we want to sit around and listen to 
Hawkeye Hatty yodel.” 

I tightened my lips at that, but I made 
myself stay quiet this time. I bet he and 
Amber had already planned to go fishing. 
They were always plotting to do something. 
Then Tishia and I would end up in trouble. 

“How are you gonna make a hole in the 
ice?” I asked. 

“Well, how did your old pioneers do it?” 


Amber smirked. “I know how to use an axe. 
Come on, Lamont.” 

“Let’s go with them, Hatricia,” said Tishia. 
“This ought to be good.” 

“And Lamont,” said Amber sweetly, “since 
you came up with the idea, you ask Grandpa 
if it’s okay.” 

Lamont blinked. “Oh. Well. Cool, no 


“Better quit!” I doubled up my fists. That’s 
when I caught myself. I was ready to fight! 


problem.” He went off toward Grandpa’s 
room, and hurried back a minute later. “He 
said yes,” Lamont said. He grabbed his jacket 
and flew out the door. 

“Does that mean Grandpa’s coming?” I 
called after him, but Lamont didn’t answer. I _ 
looked at Tishia. “Here we go again.” 


AS and Lamont went into the garage 
to find something to cut the ice with. I 
waited in the yard with Tishia. I told her what 
Mom had done. “Mom was the one who got 
me reading about black pioneers and cowgirls. 
Now it seems like she’s against it. Why does 
everybody pick on me? I’m tired of being 
laughed at and called stupid names like 
Hawkeye Hatty and Calamity Jane.” 

“Tt looks weird to see you wearing cowgirl 
clothes, talking funny, yodeling,” said Tishia. 
“Lamont and the other kids think you’re 
trying to be white.” 

“You're embarrassed.” I stared at the 
ground. “And so’s Mom. I guess maybe I 
look and act like a fool to everybody. But 
Demetria Leigh’s not trying to be white.” 

Tishia shrugged. “If you really want to be 
a rodeo star, maybe you can—later. Right 
now, maybe you better just read the books 
about it and keep quiet.” 
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Lamont and Amber came out of the garage 
with two hatchets and a short-handled axe. 
We headed down the slippery hill. “Lamont, 
you test the ice,” Amber said after we went 
through the fence gate and reached the pond. 
“Then we’ll come on.” 

Lamont stepped out onto the ice with a 
hatchet in his hand. He walked about five feet 
out, then jumped up and down. “See?” he 
hollered. “Perfectly safe.” 

I leaned against the fence gate. Amber and 
Tishia, carrying the axe and a hatchet, walked 
onto the ice to Lamont. “Coming, Hatricia?” 
Tishia called. I told her I'd be there in a minute. 

I dug my gloved hands into the pockets of 
my parka and suddenly felt my lasso. At first 
I felt a pang of guilt, since Mom said she 
wanted all my cowgirl stuff. But then I got 
some comfort from touching it. I’d give it to 
her when she got home. 

Lamont, Tishia, and Amber pounded the 
ice with the tools. After several minutes, a 
cheer went up. “Broke through,” I heard 


‘Lamont say. Tishia scooted over a few feet 


and began hitting another spot on the ice. 

Watching them, I began to imagine what it 
might have been like for pioneers in the Gold 
Rush days to struggle across the snowy 
prairie. I knéw that some of them had to walk 
the whole way with their belongings on their 
backs in howling blizzards. But at least they 
were together. 

Then I made myself stop daydreaming. 

I bet I did look like a fool,.trying to be a 
cowgirl. My cheeks got hot. No wonder 
everybody was laughing. 

Maybe I should do like Tishia said. No 
more cowgirl clothes, no more yodeling, no 
more lassoing. Then Mom wouldn’t be 
embarrassed, and the kids wouldn’t make 
fun of me anymore. Id be like everybody 
else. I wanted to cry. ~ 


Suddenly I heard a loud crackle, and then a 
whoosh. I looked over at the pond in time to 
see Lamont and Amber fall through the ice. 

“Help! Help!” Amber and Lamont shouted. 
and struggled frantically in the water. They 
grabbed for the edges of the black hole, but 
slid back. Tishia was on her hands and knees 
as if she were frozen to the ice. 

T ran around in circles. I knew I had to do 
something, but what? Grandma’s words 
popped into my head: Use what you got till 
you get what you want. What did I have to 
use? Nothing! What did I want? : 

Everybody safe, of course! 


ei omnes 


Then I remembered my lasso. I pulled off 
my gloves and with shaking fingers tied one 
end of the rope to the fence post in a tight 
knot like Grandpa taught me. Then out of my 
mouth came the loudest yodeling holler that 
I'd ever made. 

I flung that rope as far as I could. It shot 
over Tishia’s head and dropped in front of 
Lamont. The rope went tight as he grabbed it. 
Amber grabbed him. Tishia began to inch along 
the ice toward shore. She held the rope, too. 

Still hollering, T ran up the hill for home. I 
fell down hard three times in the icy, slippery 
gravel and grass. I let out another yodel, then 
saw Grandpa appear at his bedroom window. 


He raisea & ad I heard him yell, headed for the hospital. We were all crying 

“T hear ya = Pm coming!” and shivering together. But we were all alive. 
| half mame E down that hill. 

Just as I reas Eace gate, Tishia crawled amont and Amber had bad colds, but they 

=eund, screaming and were okay. Tishia and Grandpa were 

mont still held onto okay, too. I found out later that Lamont 
hadn’t really asked Grandpa for permission. 

He just said, “Isn’t this a great day to go ice- 
fishing?” And of course Grandpa said, “Yes.” 

After Mom and Daddy made sure Amber 

was all right, they grounded her for a month. 
Lamont was grounded, too. The Des Moines 


off the ices 


Register newspaper and Black Times magazine 
came out to our house a couple of days later 
and took pictures of Grandpa and me. The 
photographers insisted that I wear my cowgirl 
outfit and hold up my clothesline lasso. I have 
a real lasso now, too! Ms. Demetria Leigh 
sent one to me all the way from Denver, 
Colorado, after somebody sent her a 
newspaper clipping of Grandpa and me. 

Mom and I had a long talk. We’re not upset 
with each other anymore. I got all my cowgirl 
ze end of another stuff back. I still talk about cowgirls and 
rope around the & che jeep. He tied pioneers, but only when people have 
the other end ama aist and crawled questions. I only wear my cowgirl clothes 
out onto the ic around the house. I’m still doing my cow- 

“Grab my hamas == on! Pll pull you girling—but in moderation, like Grandma said. 
Amber and Kids think ’m some kind of heroine now. 
elIwassoscared They still call me Hawkeye Hatty, but they 
weight I barely say it like it’s a good nickname, not a bad 
get in the jeep!” one. I still want to be a rodeo star, and I 
-and Lamont to know I will one day. 

, and wrapped Yo lo-lo-lo! Yo lo-lo-lo yahoooooo! But I 
as back up that hill, still can’t yodel in the house. * 
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Haty ite Again.» 


Stageco sch] Msg Mar 


B is when the West was really wild, one woman 


¢ 
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ge 


delivered mail in wicked Montana winters, braved 
packs of hungry wolves to bring food to nuns, 
and babysat for $1.50 a day. 

That woman was Mary Fields. Her nickname was 
Stagecoach Mary. She was six feet tall and wore a 
man’s coat and shoes. She carried a gun under her 
apron and was famous for her bravery. 

Mary moved to Cascade, Montana, from Ohio 
in 1884. One of her first jobs in Cascade was 
driving supplies to a group of nuns who lived 
outside of town. Later she delivered the mail 
by stagecoach. 

Mary’s work was never easy. One time a 
pack of wolves scared her horses, and the 
horses tipped over the stagecoach. Mary 
guarded the stagecoach and its scattered cargo 
‘all night in the freezing cold. Other times the 
snow was so deep, the horses pulling the coach 
got stuck. So Mary walked from house to house 
through the snowbanks, delivering the letters 


Mary Fields was six feet tall and 
carried a gun under her apron. © 


herself. When she got to be too old to drive a 
stagecoach, Mary babysat. She spent all the 
money she made on treats for the kids. 

The people of Cascade loved Stagecoach Mary 
for her generosity and bravery. Not long before 
she died in 1914, teachers in town decided to 
honor her by closing school every year on her 
birthday. But because Mary had been born a 
slave, she wasn’t sure when her birthday was. She 
decided to celebrate two birthdays—giving the 
kids in town two extra days off from school! * 
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Ghildren Roller Skating, by ‘William Glacke: 
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very first time. 


that you al w best friend are on roller skates for the 
It’s a chilly Ga @ernoon in 1912. As you wobble around the park near your 
You’re wear E Saturday outfit: house in New York City, trying not to fall 
wide-brimme semper blouse and and mp your stockings, you don’t notice 


the man sketching. His name is William 
Glackens. Most artists show people in stiff, 
Neelar ever since your formal poses. But Mr. Glackens likes to 
= *he 1860s. Her roller paint people doing everyday things. Maybe 
s2 hard to use, but yours that’s why he’s drawn the two of you on roller 
=a ball bearings, so you can skates. with your arms out for balance and your 
=c= you get good enough! fiend holding on to her hat! * 


skirt, stocking { -our brand-new 
roller skates! 

Skating has 4 
grandma was = & 
skates were hew 
have metal woe 


skate like the 


A new story by And other critter facts 


Valerie Tripp 
in America And put a nifty napkin 
Growing up in horse lover’s at his neck 
heaven 
200 years of girls’ A bunny tangle puzzle 
best friends 


Plus 


A dog-walking moneymaker, animal crack-ups, and your 
Pull-Out Pop-Out Paper Doll #3, with her favorite pet, too! 
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